When the sun yoked his horses of the air
Helen one summer morning took the breeze,

while love, with empty quiver, did repair
for arrows to his lucid armouries.

I saw the apples of her breast as fair
as orchard fruit of the Hesperides,

outshining what the Cnidian laid bare,
or hers who suckled Mars upon her knees.

The swelling ivories in their rounded arches
were such as Pheidias fashioned in relief
for his Andromeda, when her young Greek

found her rock-fastened by the sea's cold marches,
her breasts by mortal terror changed and grief
into the marbled globe of Verd Antique*
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